Irina Bondarenko
I am 70 years old.  When I was 61 years old, I suffered a massive ischemic stroke. I had previously specialized as an engineer-economist and worked for a long time at the Institute of micro instruments.  Prior to that, I worked for 10 years as a programmer at the Railway Computing Centre. During last years before the stroke I worked as a cashier collector at the bus depot.

Since my youth, I have had poor kidney function and heart problems. I suffered a lot of illness, sometimes with my temperature below forty, vomiting, and pain. I was told that, if something was not done, then I was at risk of death. My mother cried, my grandmother was worried, but when I found out, I didn’t feel the horror, I was not afraid; I decided that I would be treated. I did not believe that I would die. I had treatment more for my mother and grandmother, because I did not want to see their tears. There was a sense of security from mom and grandma. I went camping with friends. Twice I climbed mountains. The risk was high but I was happy after this climb. I really wanted to have a baby. I knew about the threat of coma during childbirth, but decided to give birth and continued to be treated. When I got known about my pregnancy, I immediately quit smoking.

I was constantly having treatment. I went to where the doctors sent me, followed their instructions, and got medication. I remember once I had fallen on the floor, my eyes dimmed. My daughter was 12 years old. I remember that my first thought was about the end of my torments. And secondly - I'm not alone (mom was gone), so what would happen to my daughter. When things became clearer, I crawled to the phone and called an ambulance. Saved.  Felt better.

I took all the medications that were given, but the pressure did not reduce. I did everything: the stones were crushed, the medication was prescribed, and two operations on the kidneys did not help. I was happy only when the pain stopped. 

The doctors warned me that I needed to be careful – I could end up in a coma. There was a feeling that I was on the end. I did not self-medicate but rather followed the recommendations of doctors. I did not have responsibility for my own health: the most important thing for me was the health of family members. About myself I didn’t care, I had other things on my mind: what to buy, where else to turn, how things were at the hospital, where relatives were, what kind of help they still needed. I always knew that, if I was bad, someone would help.

Doctors told me that I have an unpleasant mixture of ailments: minor blood vessels, heart, kidneys and hypertension; what would come next would be worse. The stones were crushed 10 times; the kidney would die and need to be removed. The doctor was very busy with me and he was afraid to do another operation: the extra confusion, and because I could die on the table. The doctor scared me that after surgery I could be finished after having another stroke. I thought he just wanted me to be treated by other doctors, but they said that the operation is necessary. Finally, we agreed with the doctor that he would do the operation. I was prepared to die: all my goodbyes said to colleagues and friends who I came across on the street, all phoned and went to the bank and put the money at the expense of the shelter for dogs. I pay all the bills. I was calm and happy: I would finally rest - tired like a dog. It was very hard work, vanity with money, feeding, cleaning ... Just was very bad, with my pressure still up at 200. I was very tired. I was happy that the operation would come around. It was a pity about the dog: I knew that she would miss me. I still had the feeling that all would be well. The doctor was fed up with me, tired of messing with me: I had no chance to survive, my days are numbered. He did so much for me, called his friend to cause the stones. Thanks to him after surgery I spent two weeks in a separate ward. 
During surgery, I suffered a stroke but no one noticed. My daughter was told not to come after the surgery and she suddenly decided to come. She was worried about why I was sleeping all the time. It turned out that I fell into a coma. I lay in a coma for two weeks. When I had realized my own condition, I understood that I would die soon. I heard what the doctors said, that I did not have much time left. I decided that I would wait for death. But death did not come. I cried at nights, so not to bother other people. I wept from despair. I saw how the doctors, nurses, patients look at me… I could not be so dismissive of my life.   And my daughter can be unpleasant, so hopeless when looking at me. I had a terrible feeling when my daughter discussed me with a neighbour in the ward. She said that it is useless to mess with me, that I never get up, that I was stupid and did not realize anything… But I heard and understood everything. I just could not move or speak, could not help myself, and could not even hum. But many people wanted to say something, but could not. Relatives may think that everything is lost for, but it is not so.

I thought I did not want to tolerate such treatment. I was very angry inside. I think that from the black anger, I came alive. How I wanted to get up and hit the offenders. And once I stood! I was happy: I sit! The nurse saw me, cracked and put heavy bars on the bed, so I did not get up. It was a shame that my attempts to move were stopped so roughly stopped, that people screamed at me, pushed me. I wanted to hit a nurse. I imagined how I cracked her with the same bars. It has become easier.

Now I know if you do not want to live at all and want to poison, first we must delve into ourselves and begin to live again. It is not a cliché; it is a great sin - to decide to commit suicide. Once given your life, it is necessary to dispose of it somehow. I understand that many people are trying to kill themselves one way or the other and it is very clear. And when I saw that there were people who helped me and treated me like a lively, I felt their human attitude and realized that I could make it. 

Then my daughter found a terrible nurse: she didn’t listen to me, didn’t help me, didn’t give me a stool, but said that she does not understand me. My daughter paid her for not providing any help. In order not to be annoyed at her, I closed my eyes. With much gratitude, I remembered the nurse who helped me so much after surgery. She nursed her mother back to health after a stroke so she knew all about it. She was the first person to tell me that I would live, that I shouldn’t lose heart and that everything would be fine. She gave me an icon which my daughter had thrown away. When I think of her, I have the confidence that I will handle the difficulties. I felt especially alive when I was transferred to another hospital, where the doctors and nurses treated me politely, just like a human being. It was calm there, no one was rude, my soul recovered there, I calmed down. I wanted to express my gratitude, so I practised pronouncing the words “thank you”.

In the rehabilitation facility I met my former institute colleague.  Now she was taking care of weak people, she understood them. She was speaking to me and I realized there was nothing to lose if somebody wanted to talk to me. Then she taught me to get up and to brush my teeth with my left hand. She smiled to me and once said: “Don`t worry, everything will be fine”. It is really important for everyone to meet that kind of a person. But other people were telling me that I would never be able to feed myself.

Friends were treating me as a living person.  They talked to me, cheered me up. Their responses meant a lot to me: I saw support there. I thought it is horrible that I am in such condition: not speaking, barely moving. Vut, at the same time, I felt that I was not alone. I started to think how I could help myself. When my daughter and son-in-law were bringing me magazines, I wanted to throw them away at the beginning: I didn’t have a brain! But then I realized, I can read. I wasn`t just reading them, I was able to retain them in my mind! So it means I am not too bad. Here is something to line your pockets, to live. Nothing is lost. They are definitely lying!
I read the book by Alexandra Marinina till the end, even though nobody believed that I could understand what was in it. One day the doctor saw me reading and asked: “Do you understand what you are reading?” I nodded.  She was surprised and didn`t believe me. Once, a doctor pointed to my glasses and asked: “What is this?” I answered in Latvian. Later, I wondered why this was happening.  I think that, in the beginning, the last language you were learning comes back to your mind. But I had also learned English and Polish. Then I decided that I needed to translate it into Russian. But backwards was very difficult. So I got a magnifying glass, I read instructions for medications in Latvian, I understood, but couldn’t translate them. But it was scary to read about all the side effects.

Then in the rehabilitation facility I was shown a cane, and how I could move more easily by using it. The doctor said: “Hold the cane, both close and far”. At first I didn’t know how to use it but then I was so pleased when I realised that I could. I had a strong desire to go to the toilet by myself. I remember how I was crawling to the wall and from the bed to the door with the cane. And when I sat on a potand realised I had no need of the cane, I was happy. After this, my friend the nurse Valya said to my son-in-law: “Your mother-in-law is moving very well”. It was really nice! If I wanted to get up, it meant that I could do this and I started to search for any opportunities to do so.

When I still wasn’t able to speak but could still laugh about funny things, I realized that I was able to think. At first, my friends thought that I was mad when I laughed.

After the stroke, keeping my attention focussed was difficult for me. When my son-in-law brought all the relatives, they soon realised that I didn’t want to see them. My son-in-law kept telling me that I needed to eat something, to say something, but I couldn`t. So I grabbed a fruit and threw it somewhere and my guests realised, saying: “We should probably leave”. My guests had brought me a bunch of CDs with good movies and music; I will never forget that, it helped me a lot.

My son-in-law took me to the health centre in a wheelchair. It was useful for a while, but I got tired very quickly and had no strength. Then he decided to take me home for the New Year but I didn`t want that. I didn`t want to eat, I was drinking water only. When I was helped to get dressed, my trousers fell off me immediately. Only my faithful friend, my dog, lay under my bed and protected me. Through the day, my son-in-law brought me back and I grabbed the book. Once, my son-in-law dragged me to pick up the cane. He lifted my 40 kilograms of flesh, put me in the van and then I saw that my foot was twisted.  I could see it and tried to let him know but couldn’t say it: “Leave me alone, please”. Even if you want to do something good, you have to ask yourself if the person really wants you to do this. My son-in-law asked if it was better to lie in bed. At that moment it was the sweetest for me – to stay in the bed. I was getting awfully tired.

Specialists in the health centre helped a lot. I was working with a speech therapist. I realized that their help was like bait: if you want it – swallow and work; if you don`t want to – swim by. They can and want to help. And they do help. But I had to do the work. I can do anything, if I want to. I used to lie in bed, but then started to move, I walked, I could leave the room with the assistant and with the help of the cane, I sat in the chair near the TV, I was amongst people. There were people who had had severe strokes. I compared myself to them and understood that I got off with a scratch: I walk, I try to speak using separate words, I can watch TV, and I get pleasure from it. 

I remember a wonderful recreation therapist in the health centre who offered extraordinary exercises even for those in wheelchairs. When I was offered that chance, I jumped at it. I had to cling to bars and move, it was very hard. The recreation therapist liked me and was patient with me doing the exercises. Some people were stubborn; they protested and didn’t want to do anything. I realised that nobody could do it for me, I had to do it myself. 

My son-in-law also helped. I want to emphasise his patience and care. It will never be forgotten. One day he brought an old and ragged ABC and when I was reading or saying something, he teased me saying something like: “One more time, I can’t understand”. I realised, if a person wanted to talk, he would be able to speak. At home I was learning to read aloud again. I was reading to my dog and cried. The dog was listening to me. At first I did not succeed. Sometimes, I gave up on these attempts to read thinking it was useless.  Who could I speak to?  Nobody. A state of despair and black depression came back. Loneliness. Nobody cares about me. It was important to prove to myself that I could speak again. And then I read in Dina Rubina`s book: “A human being is helpless till he has someone to count on. Loneliness hardens us or teaches us independence. It is better when you rely only on yourself”.

One of my friends came to see me; she was very supportive. Once I watched an interesting TV show, where Yuri Gagarin’s daughter was talking about the collections in the Kremlin. I wanted to tell my friend, but I couldn't. My friend said: “You should write”. And she bought me a notebook and some pencils. «You should try harder! Do you remember how the letters are written? » I had to learn to write from scratch. From the beginning letters and syllables were completely mixed up. I have found a way now; I worked out how to solve simple word quizzes. Now, I write every day, more often I use a computer or a mobile phone. I often write to my acquaintances or friends, who have moved somewhere else. I have sent funny stories via the phone to my friend, who was undergoing cancer treatment.  Everyone in the ward was reading them and laughing. I checked the text several times, as I was writing to educated people and it would be a shame to make mistakes. I have had times of discouragement and despair and this still happens from time to time.

Another friend advised me to read aloud. In addition, I have managed to think of some tasks for myself in my head. In order to not go mad with loneliness, I have started to talk to myself.  When I was watching old movies on TV, I was trying to remember when I last watched it, the names of the actors and the plot. I remember how I once fell on the floor and was lying there just because I wasn't able to dial a telephone number; I had forgotten how to do it. It was terrible! Later, I decided to recall them, and I did it. I remembered both the numbers, and the way how to deal them. Since then, I have started making calls by myself. I remembered a phrase, which helped me to overcome the feeling of loneliness: “I have me.” A long time has passed since I first came to understand that, probably around 7 years. 

A year after the stroke, I decided to have a bath by myself. By that time I was living alone with someone bringing me food. I was afraid to go to the bathroom; the floor was concrete. I was afraid that I wouldn’t die quickly but would simply injure myself. A friend visited me and I told her that I wanted to wash. She said: “I am worried...”.”Don't worry. You should simply wait behind the door; I will call for you. At first, I sat on a stool in the bath. I thought everything over – which tap I should hold on to. First the cold one, then the hot one, which I grabbed with a towel in my hand. Everything worked out fine. At the beginning, my daughter and son-in-law lifted me and sat me on the stool in the bathroom; my daughter undressed me and washed me; I couldn't do anything for myself at that time. I couldn’t even hold my head up at that time. They certainly had a hard time with me. 

Thanks to my daughter I've learned to go out and buy things for myself. She said: “If you need it, go and do it”. Once, I was home alone for a while. I was hungry but who was there to help me? I managed the way to the kitchen, found a bag of cooked rice. I wasn't able to open the bag with my teeth so I found a pair of scissors and cut the bag with one hand. I poured the rice into the bowl and ate plenty of it. I managed to take care of myself. A long time later, I understood how to wash and cook potatoes. Later I was able to peel them with a hand and teeth. It was very slow; however, I was busy. I liked the idea that I could do it myself.

 I also remember how, about two and a half years after the stroke, I made it independently to the pharmacy; I needed some medicine but my daughter had no time to fetch it for me. I went alone with a stick called quadpots (a gift from my son-in-law), it was heavy and stable, and I could rest on it. For a long time, I kept it quite close to me. It was very scary. I moved from bench to bench. I thought about each step. I crossed the road, had a rest on a bench near a bus stop, went to the pharmacy and gave them a list of prescriptions.  I was carrying a heavy bag and brought the medicines home. No one congratulated me and I felt resentful and angry, but then I felt happiness about being released from my imprisonment. I was happy to see so many people and new cars and I was pleased that I had come such a long way by myself. I hadn't been out for such a long time and I hadn’t been able to communicate. But I was taking a risk; I shouldn't have gone alone as I might easily not have reached my destination. When I reached the pharmacy and then my home, I wanted to go up to the flat. It is still a mystery to me how I managed to get to the second floor. But I did it!

In order to recover well from a stroke, in my opinion, one shouldn't overload oneself with exercises. Otherwise, one could bring on another stroke. But for sure it necessary to do what you can. And do it that way – firstly do the things you can, and later repeat them once or twice, but not more. This should be done systematically. 

What does it mean for me to be responsible for my own health? My whole life I was irresponsible about my health. When this misfortune happened, the stroke, I started to think that I should overcome it by myself, in order to not be a burden for my family. Now, I can do a lot by myself: I dress myself, bath in an uncomfortable bath, go up and down the uncomfortable stairs in the building, plan my day, organize my communication, and go to the psychotherapist...

I used to think that love was the necessity of invention. For me it is anger.  If you do too much for an invalid, he will not manage to get better. One of my friends is not walking after a stroke because she thinks that she shouldn't care about anything. Her husband did everything for her and did not allow her to stand up. Then he died suddenly and she was left helpless. I promised her that we would talk every day. Now I listen to her an hour a day but I can't tell her anything because she is not interested in listening to me. I suffer when I have to listen to her reading a newspaper article despite the fact that I have told her that I don't read or like them. I got mad when she insisted in talking even after I told her that I have a bleeding nose, high blood pressure and I am physically not able to communicate. At that time, I imagined how I could set to fire her newspaper, just like one of the heroes in the English film treated his butler. That was his joke. I can't agree with her about the timing of our calls - my opinions, feelings or wish to be heard.  She just doesn't listen. But I can't stop this phone connection since I have promised her to talk every day. We are all patients in this life. I understand that it is some kind of treatment for me as well. I need patience. I've tried everything but it is impossible to change the person. I've tried to explain that some time ago I was not able to do anything and could not even remember my own phone number but it was pointless. Every day I remind myself that she is lying the whole day alone in front of a TV, even though someone is taking care of her. I remembered how hard it was for me when I was left for the whole day with a TV and I couldn't switch the channels, I wasn't able to do it; I forgot everything.

Before I had my stroke, I knew what they were all about – my mother had endured 3 strokes. The first time she was taken to hospital straight from work. She still had speech ability. I remember that she began to swear, talking stuff and nonsense. She had a great sense of humour but a tough character and she took her disabilities hard after the stroke. Her mood faded, everything was amiss. She was always angry and even threw plates at me. I was very offended at first. I was mad, I tried as much as I could but mother didn’t want to notice that I was trying to help. This mood changed later. Then I understood that her bad temper was just a consequence of the illness.  This was already the second stroke, which happened in hospital, when she had problems with her heart. She was told then to lie in bed and keep quiet. The third stroke killed her, though for the first 5-10 minutes, she was still able to speak to me. The ambulance didn’t take her; the condition was so bad, that it was impossible to get her to the hospital.
Once I was going to policlinic. I got dressed but suddenly I fell over. It was just a minor thing. I tried to reach out for a new toilet roll but I slipped. I fell directly onto the weak side of my body as there was nothing for me to hold on to. It was even funny. What a bummer! There was nobody in the house, no-one to call out, so I had to think for myself. I was able to turn and I started to crawl on one side. I somehow crawled to the door but it was closed. A taxi drove up to me. Somehow by effort of will I reached for the handle, crept into the hall and somehow opened the inner door. I reached the phone, called the taxi driver but the gate was locked. She said straight away “Don’t worry, just rest”.  She climbed over the gate, took the key and lifted me. So there is always a little bit of happiness. My grandmother used to say: “At first find the place and then sit down”. Therefore, the first thing to do is to think, then to act. 

Approximately 6-7 months after the stroke, I went to the cardiologist and boasted that I could read. We laughed together. My first progress after the stroke – I could read and speak. Only it is a pity that it is unnecessary for anybody. When I was at the neurologist, she showed me a photo and explained that I was missing half a brain and at the same time told me: “If you try hard enough, you will have full function.  But it won’t be like it was. It was very evident and clear. But I understood it meant that everything was not so terrible, even though I only have my brain function. It means there is something else, not only a brain. I could tell something spiritual. There are also axons, neurons and something mysterious. I am still surprised that I didn’t die though all said that in short time it would happen. But I didn’t die. During all my life I worked hard and in different places... There is no sense to hold a grudge on life, on government...
Through the years I understood that if I can somehow turn my attention, watch a good movie, read a good book, open the computer – everything is OK. When I was still suffering the effects of the stroke, I had to switch my attention to something else. If I was sick at heart and unable to read, then I would paint. Then I take earphones, turn on some good music and start to paint. When my daughter shouts at me, I can choose whether to listen it and go into my shell and cry or to drink a coffee after. I have a nosebleed when the climate is unfavourable and it is raining. And then I remember that all things must pass. 

As soon as I open my eyes in the morning, it sometimes happens that I have no wish to live. And then I start to think what I want to do today. Then I get up and realize that I will be able to do. It is not fear; it is the joy of opportunity. Sometimes I want to paint a mandala. I have crayons and I spend a long time matching the colours to find the maximum pleasure. I regularly write letters to my friends. It is good, too. I have to check everything that I have written. And again, I am busy. There is no need to stare fixedly in front of myself, it is necessary to do something. All the same, the person is needed for himself/herself. As old people say, without death you won't die. Necessary to be able to switch. Sometimes with pleasure - “travel”, looking on the internet at photos of amazing places. I am grateful that so many people helped me– my son-in-law opened up the world of the internet for me.  Tanya volunteered to help me learn it and Alex tuned up the computer. 

How have I changed after the stroke? It seems to me I have become worse and more intolerant. I am too critical; I notice everything that I don’t find pleasant. I don’t like certain friends who come with my daughter. When I overhear their conversations, I want to close my ears. Sometimes it longs for hours and days. I understand that I cannot change anything. I am not polite with them. I can only say “hello” to them! Earlier I was very patient with my colleagues, I didn’t have any conflicts, and there was a good feeling between us. Now I understand that I can cover up the intolerance, but nevertheless it is still there. I notice unfriendly personality traits – duplicity, envy, unjustified greed. Good qualities in people I also see immediately – little things become obvious straightaway. Recently I went out on the bus. There were lots of people but not one of them noticed that someone was walking with a stick and had a problem with their leg. And suddenly on the street a woman came up to me and said: “For Goodness’s sake! Excuse me I didn’t notice that you have difficulties”. That was nice. Young people helped me to get off the bus then jumped back into the bus, without being asked.

What is my life story about? It is a story not about death, it’s about life. How I didn’t want to live, and in one moment have wanted to live, I don’t even understand why. It was so terrible for me to lose motion and speaking ability, to become helpless. Sometimes I feel scared. Then I pray… I began to enjoy life: heavenly landscape, mandala painting, new social contacts, reading books, watching programmes on the “Culture” channel, trips across Latvia with my friends from Vigor. It is good that I can get to our meeting place by myself. I like to go by bus; it is pleasant to feel independent – warm feelings inside me. 

Of course, it is possible to dig oneself out of a black hole. The brain works despite bereavements. According to Bible, a person has to love himself/herself. I failed to do it. For me, it is important to be clean and to dress elegantly; it makes you make an effort. I iron clothes for myself. And what for do I do it? To be pleasant with myself. 

After the stroke, I regained more than I had lost. Of course, I lost my job. That it was important for survival. That was a tough time. But I actually saw nothing. Of course, some so-called friends left me. The friends who stayed have stayed. Life eliminates everything superfluous. It means they were not real friends. And then I found Vigor. So many people came into my life through Vigor, and life became so full but I was very lonely. Man is not lonely. If he thinks that he isn't alone, it means he didn't die.

I was told by Volodya Starostin about Vigor.  He knew my son-in-law and daughter. That was 6 years ago. Then I could only smile and bow, I couldn’t say. I went to Vigor for the first time with my son-in-law.  He carried me up to the 2nd floor. I just listened to what people were saying.  I was given some tea to drink and I saw that there were a lot of people like us, wow… I liked the place. I understood it was a club. I felt shy at first but I stopped being hesitant over time because we were all on equal ground. Once I was asked to pose as a bear and I was quite puzzled by that. But everyone was so sincere and warm.  Everyone had some sort of problem.  I relaxed. 

 In the beginning, everyone in the group was talking in a discordant and self-centred way.  Then everyone joins in and everyone can express himself, telling something about himself. I found this quite pleasant. Sometimes, of course, there were many people there and it was difficult to wait to find time and an opportunity to speak.

One can say that Karina (a coordinator of our programme) awoke my personal interest. She offered me a lot of tests. I still couldn’t speak very well. I had many thoughts in my head but I could not verbalize them. There were very interesting tests and I realised that I was able to think. Because if you have no mind, you are considered a cripple. Karina showed me what I actually could do. It was so interesting to me. I saved the whole folder with the tasks that she handed me then. I worked on them all summer because it is important not to give up. At first I wanted to show them.  If I could manage them, then everything would not be lost, would not be so bad. It was very efficient. Because they needed to think about and selected such material. It was very difficult, but interesting.

I visited a course in the English language 2-3 times, I liked it very much, and it develops diction. It was great during the workshop, developing one’s own thought, pushing one’s own thinking. And you don't notice how time flies.

I also liked the art workshop. I like how people can spontaneously create masterpieces. And the material with which we work and what we will do with it can be quite unexpected. What masks we painted, what glass droplets we melted! Of course, sometimes things go wrong. I don't like that. It is interesting that we can see and recognize what a person – the creator of a work – is from the work they create. Some participants of this workshop create something really amazing! 
I am glad to see work from the photo workshop. And though I myself don't participate in it, I look at the works on our website with interest. How much man can think up!

I decided that I'd visit the speech workshop. The feeling of comradeship is very important when people help each other, without interrupting and being angry with one another. They help you to look for an appropriate word, concept, story, and then everything comes out, "it sets the wheels in motion." This workshop is always too short for me because everything is very interesting!

At first I cried all the time during personal psychotherapy. It must be said I already began to understand what had happened to me. I understood that if somebody shouts at me, I shouldn't do the same in response, because it is senseless. But I couldn't control myself. During the psychotherapy, I felt good – warm and with peace of mind. I can understand myself, think peacefully. I understand clearly that if there is a hopeless situation in life, it is not necessary to argue. The dispute doesn't show the truth to the world, because the dispute isn't scientific. 

We have a powerful organization! There is such strong support, otherwise I wouldn't survive. Even when I am ill, I remember that I'm not alone, I have Vigor!

Of course, our Christmas parties make us always happy. At first, my son-in-law carried me; then I could only look at everything. I remember how I distributed angels to everyone, and I wrote my desires on it and all of them have been performed! I started to speak better and write without mistakes.

A strong memory is our trips. You usually stay at home as "a stump on a chain," but here is so much freedom! Just delightful – I can go by public transport! And how we ourselves made the Moo-Cows candies! And they were tasty. And even if it rains, it is cheerful. There was a wonderful coach trip across Riga. Every trip was different and so bright. It's a pity only that it took such effort for me to go. I remember that once I complained to a girlfriend that it took me a lot of effort and she said: "You ought to be ashamed of yourself! Let's remember how you rolled and crawled on the floor".

I also really liked our Vigoriada sports contest, even if I could only watch. The best of all is physical activities outside with picnic time! We have wonderful meetings with animals – rabbits, dogs, horses, goats, unusual ducks… 

What distinguishes Vigor - it is fun. When I am at my lowest, I used to shout but now I have an outlet. In Vigor, I feel warmth in my heart.

Books and movies help me to support my mood. I love A.Chekhov and never tire of reading his novels– they are so purposeful and colourful. He can describe the whole picture with a few words, you really see it. V.Tokareva is very good author, she is a kind writer and tells perfectly. And you can laugh reading her stories. I like old movies very much – "Beware of the Car", "Autumn Marathon", "Balzaminov's Marriage", "Look for the Woman", "The Adventure of Prince Florizel", "A Hostel is Provided to Unmarried"… I like also military movies "They Battled for the Homeland", "Aty-baty, Soldiers Went" and others. And actors in these movies are fantastic. It is just not possible to stop watching them. And I also love watching our cartoons "Just you wait!" and Yury Norshtein's cartoon "Hedgehog in the Fog", Harry Bardin's "Little Red Riding Hood" and his other movies. These works of literature are eternal! You can laugh and think watching them.

When I remember how many people helped me to return to life... I'm infinitely grateful to all of them. How many warm words, wishes of health it is possible to hear on the bus, at clinics, just out and about. It is not sympathy for the disabled person at all, but a good mood for me. 
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            The talk was performed and the story was recorded by volunteers N.V. Ivanova and Alla Lapshevskaya. 
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